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IN the twelfth century lived one of thofe 
titled barbarians, who prided themfelves in 
that prerogative of impunity, which wasone of 
the characteriftics of the feudal government, 
and which was indeed quite worthy of fuch a 
fyftem. The fole delight of this haughty Ba- 
ron feemed to be in frequent and capricious dif- 
plays of favage defpotiim. He was continually 
conceiving the moft abfurd ideas of amufement ; 
and his Gothic imagination ever feleéted that, 
which bordered moftly on the ferocioufnefs of 
cruelty. ‘Toa brutal rage for fingularity, like 
this, we may doubtlefs trace the origin of thofe 

_whimtical fervices that were appendant to our 

ancient fiefs, and which the enlightened legi- 
flature of modern times ought unierfally to 
eradicate. 

Our Baron was happy in all thofe extrava- 
gant freaks, in which hiyh birth and unbound- 
ed riches could srmtela? him. to indulge. An 
only daughter he had, named Genevieve, 
whom the chronicles of thofe times have hand- 
eddown to usa paragon of beauty. It may 
be imagined, in courfe, that a crowd of rivals 
contended for the honor and happinefs of her 
hand. Norcan we fuppofe the peerlefs Gene- 
vieve herfelf unfufceptible of the tender paf- 
fion- Baldwin, a young Chevalier in the 
neighbourhood, had certainly no reafon to 
doubt it. Amiable he was, and amiable did 
he appear in the eyes of the charming maid. 

Ardent and reciprocal wasthe pailion they 
cherifhed. His, however, the young Cheva- 
lier ftudioufly concealed from every eye. « His 
patrimony was too flender to encourage the 
afpiring hopes, and in conjugal alliances does 
intereft too often prefide with fatal fway. 
Through no other medium did the father of 
Genevieve view her lover. To a thoufand ex- 
alted qualities, the liberal gifts of nature, he 
was totally infenfible. 

Baldwin was convinced then, that he never 
could be the hufband of the beautiful Gene- 
vieve. But does love ever reafon? He. lif. 
tens—~he attends only to the tender fent:ment, 
and no obftacle does that fentiment perceive. 
His Love then fufficient refources in himfelf ? 
Every day the tendernefs of the two lovers in- 
creafed; and, increafing, it feemed to be- 
come irrefiftable. 

The Baron is not long unacquainted with 
their mutual paffion. He furprifes the young 
Chevalier with hisdaughter. He could,per- 








| the implores her lever’s pardon: 


vengeance, 
father’s feet ; fhe bedews them with her tears : 
‘¢ J will not 
furvive him,”’ cried the beautious maid : **fave 
him my father; hurt him not; or I die with 
h’ n—perifh on the fpot ???— The ‘olé Baron 
was not unaffected with her tears ; yet ftill 
his favage temper had the afcendant. Point. 
ing to a hill near his Caftle. ‘* Young man,”’ 
faid he, ** you have been prefumptuous enough 
to think a moment of my daughter. Never- 
thelefs fhe fhall be your wife, if you will carry 
her, without {topping, to the top of yonderhill ; 5 
‘but the leaftrepofe thall coft. you the prize.’ 
The Chevalier'does not fuffer him to finifh. 
He flies:to: bis miftrefs, takes her in his arms, 
and runs towards the hill, exclaiming, You 
fhall be mine—you fhal! be mine.” A crowd 
of vaflals aflifted at a fcene that was at once fo 
barbarous and fo fingular. 

Love has very juitly been painted with a 
bandage over. his eyes. Baldwin, in the ex- 
ceflive ardor of his paffion, had not perceived 
the extreme difficulty of his undertaking. His 
eyes—his whole foul was fixed upon Gene- 
vieve. 

He afcended the hill with inconceivable 
fwiftnefs; he had wings, he felt the heart of 
his miftrefs palpitate againft his own. <‘* I 
tremble my déar friend,” faid fhe, ‘* you will 
not reach, you will not reach the tep—mode- 
rate your ‘impetuofity- a 

‘« Fear nothing, fear nothing, my adorable 
Genevieve. You know not the power of love. 
I could reach—I could gain the fkies.”— 

The whole aflembly utter vows to Heaven 
for the ansiable pair. Ina thoufand ways they 
exprefs their encouraging approbation. But 
the lover’s ftrength begins to fail—he per- 
ceives it himfelf: ‘* My dear, dear Genevieve, 


love me. fix your eyes on mine—yes I fhall 
feel more than mortals’ power—you revive. 
me—you ftrengthen me again.” 

Nature, however, abandons him. Love is 
now his only fupport, and what cannot love 
atchieve ? Baldwin now looks towards the fum- 
mit of the hill, and meafures it with his eyes, 
which he had not done before. 

“« Ah! Is it not very high ¢. faid his terri- 
fied miftrefs. 

‘¢ J thall reach it—I fhall reach it !” 

How juftly has it-been obferved, that ardent 
Love is capable of performing miracles! Bald- 
win, indeed, was no longer a man. It was 
the Genius of Love that triumphed over the 
infurmountable obftacles. The cries of the 
Spectators refounded on every fide. They trem- 





{peak to me, repeat to me, repeat that you 





| bled, they mounted, they panted with the 
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nevieve, the beauteous Genevieve was weep- 
in 

At length the happy Chevalier gains the 
height. He inftantly finks, with his precious 
burden on the earth, which he feems to em- 
brace as the moment of«his victory. A man 
of letters would here mention Ceafar, who 
embraced the earth in like manner, ‘ and for 
an objeét of far lefs confequence,”” would add 
fome enamoured lover. Acclama‘ions of: joy 
arofe. <é Baldwin is vicor—Baldwin has 
gained the prize.” 
ed,”’ exclaims Genevieve, "ee will now be my 
hufband. Ms. 
—fhe lavithes the moft tender expreflionss 
Her lover anfwers not—his eyes are clofed—. 
he is motionlefe: ‘* Oh! Heavens!’ cries 
Genevieve, “ He is dead—Baldwin, my Bald- 


| win is dead !” 


The young conqueror had funk under: his. 
fatigue. ‘* Heis dead! heisd><d !? mourns 
fully paffed from mouth to mouth, Confter- 
nation is vifible in every. countenancee The 
eyes, the looks of all are fixed on the fatal fum- 
mit. Genevievé weeping prefles her lover to 
her bofom: the ftrives to recall him to lifes 
Her kiffes, her tears revive the Chevalier ; he 
opens an almott lifelefs eye ; with a faukering 
voice he can only utter: ‘ I die Genévieve. 
Let them give me at leaft the name of thy 
hufband on my tomb : the fweet idea confoles 
ng : Oh! my only love, receive or dase A 
1 h. 29 

The fpectators, who did not a moment lol 


fight of Genevieve, had been reftored with 


her to hope. They had eafily underftood that 
Baldwin had revived. They now as eafily — 
perceived that it was only a rapid flath of hope. — 

They were convinced of it by the dreadful 
fhriek with which Genevieve again uttered, 
‘« He is dead? he is. dead!” Ina moment they 
faw her fink on her lover’s corpfe. 

The inhuman Baron is now agitated by all 
the terrors of parental love. He flies to the 
hill. The crowd haftily follow him. They 
gain the fummit. They find Genevieve, with 
her two ftiffened arms, embracing the unfor- 
tunate Baldwin. In vain would her wretched 
father revive hers Genevieve, Genevieve her- 
felf wasnow no more. All the people loaded 


with reptoaches the barbarian, who in vain - 
They ea’, - 


prefied his daughter to his bofom, | 
the two bodies ; they place thein, weepi 

in acoffin. Piety did not fail te-confecrate t “a 
fentiments of nature and cogipaffion. A cha- 
pel was built on the fatal {pot ; and the father, 


defiring in fome meafure to expiate his fault, - 


ere&ed a tomb, in which he ordered, that 
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—‘* My friend, my belov- 
She throws hevkalé on his bofom . 
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thofe whom he would have feparated in life, 
dhould be uuited in death. Tihis place has 


ever fince been <alled by a name thatwill per- - 
te their melancholy flory—‘‘ Zhe Priory | 


of the Two Lewusrs.”” 
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THE SHIPWRECK. 
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AN AMERICAN. TALE. 


Mr. M wasagentleman of property 
in one of the fouthern ftates. Though del- 
cended from a good family, he reprobated 
that {pecies of affection which fuppofes all in- 
herent worth and goodnefs to confilt in the 
length of one’s pedigree; neither did he cen- 





ceive it impoffible that many virtues fhould ex- ' 


if unconnected with affluence and fplendor- 
Surrounded with every convenience, every 
luxury of life, he lived happy, fupremely fo, 
in che embracesef a fond wife, and the carefles 
ofa darling child. The little Fanny, jalt two 
yearseld, by the beauty of her countenance, 
bid fair to reward the tender care of her pa- 
rents. 

Such was the fituation of affairs, when Mr. 
M—— was  neceflixated to take a voyage to 
t6 Europe Mrs M infifted on ac- 
companying him. Painful was the idea of 
feparating ; painful was ‘the theught of ex- 
pefing his precious all, to the mercy of the 
winds aud waves: but he finally confented 
t the urgent folicitations of his amiable 
Maria. 
made, and they fet out with a propitious gale, 
aad the moft flattering expectations of an 
eafly paflage. Nor weretheir expectations for 
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‘he neceflary preparations were , 
j 


fome time deceived: they already, in idea, | 
beheld rough Albion’s hoary cliffs; already | 


wmagined their dangers paft: but, alas! how 
blind ¢o fate ts man! The Heavens, on a fud- 
den, are overcaft, and che dky, which of ate, 
afforded the moft ferene profpect, is now 
fherouded in ftorms : the wind rifes; old ocean 


helm—the fturdy feaman, who before had 
weathered many a gate, now trembles—night 
aproa ches—the tempeft increafes—the veffel 
drives as the wind and fea dire‘t---the forked 
lightnings play, and ferve to add new horror 


to the ferreunding darknefs—iark! the furf | 
againft the rocks is at a diftance heard 


beating 
—every hiope 
with fears, Ti this moment Mr. M 





had entertained fome faint ideas that all nv 
ef. | 


yet be well—bint hope is now drowned in 
pair. Beholdthe hufband clafping to his breatt 
a darling wife in filent agony ef woe- Behold 
the tender mother embrace her iovely child ; 
who, verrified by her repeated thrieks, refpon- 


Give demands its wonted prote@ion. But ia | 


vain—the veffel (trikes—One univerfal fhriek 


proclaims their aggregate defpair. The vefflel 
parts, andeach, unmindful of his fellow, pre- | 
planks | 


fers his own fafety. Seme en broken 
apaft to the guidance. of the rolling waves. 
Mrs. . » fill embracing 
chifd, feizes en a { 
clings, till fairting 
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. yoare—the teady pilot fcarce maintains the | 


is loft—the boldeft heart appals | 


her beleved | 
chek, teavhich the , 
with the enfeebling tafk, | 
Gre had funk to re@ eternal, had not one wave, | 








more furious than the reft, drivea her towards " 


the fore, and retreating, left her extended 
on the fand—once more the exerts herdtreng- 
eft efforts, and.places-herfelf and child beyond 


the reach of the returning wave. Anxious for 


| the fate of her dear hufband—fhivering in the 
| cold, the waits the returning light. 


Scarce 
could exhaulted nature fupport the mighty ex- 
ertioi—day light appears. In vain the calts 


| her eyes on that element, lately fo turbulent, 


for fome traces of her late companions—all are 
buried in a watery grave, Alone, unknown, 
and unfriended, in a foreign clime, reduced 


from the highth of affluence and eafe, to the’ 


depth of niifery and defpair ; behold her wan- 
dering to beg that charity, fhe once fo willing- 
ly beftowed. Among Chriftians the hoped that 
moft amiable tenet of their religion would not 
be forgotten. But, alas! the begs in vain! 


Che beaateous babe, {till hanging at her breaft, | 


whofe cries, one would think the moft obdu 
rate heart could not refift, is, to feme, matter 
of derifion and infult) Many were the re- 
pulfes, many the mortifications fhe endured ; 
til.at length Heaven, tired with perfecuting 
merit fo great, fends her a friend, who com: 
forts her defponding foul, and lulls her cares 
toreft. She returned to her friends—returned 
to mourn her loft hufband—returned to rear 


her babe, {till more endeared by her labours: 


to preferve it. “” 


goods of Providence. 


of mifery ; be not more mercilefsihan the ele- 


ments themfelves: deny not your mite to the | 
worn traveller; and fhould the fhip. 


way 
wrecked ftranger light on your coafts, add not 
by your negled, toafilictions already too great: 


Bur 


Check the patient widow’s deep fetch’d figh, » 


And fhield her infant frem the North blaft 
rude ! i : 

Oh! bid the {weetly gliftening tear arife, 

(hat fwims in the glad eye of gratittide. | 


IRREGULAR PLEASURES. 

B, the unhappy excefles of irregular plea- 
fures in youth how many amiable difpotitions 
are corrupted or, deftroyed! How many rifing 
capacities and powers are fupprefled ! How 
flattering hopes.of parents and friends ate to- 
tally exunguifhed ! Who but muft drop a tear 
over human nature, when he behelds that 
morning which arofe fo bright, overcaft with 
fuck untimely darknefs 3 that good humour, 
which once captivated all hearts, that vévacity 
which fparkled in every company, thefe abili- 
ties which were fitted for adorning the higheft 
ftations, all facrificed atthe fhrine of low fen. 
fuality; andone who was formed for runnin 
the fair career of life in the midit of public ef. 


teem, cut off by his vices at the beginning of. 


his courfe, or funk.for the whole of it, into 
infignificancy and contempt! Thefe, O finfu! 


pleafure, are thy trophies! It is thus that, co- 
operating with the fee of God and man, thou 
degradeft human honor, and blaftelt the open- 


ing profped of human felicity! 
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| hofpitable reception. 
| “« you're welcome to ; but I would not to-day 








Profeffion. 
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“CHARLES N in his intervals of re. 
laxation, ufed to retire to Bruffels: he was 
a prince curious to know the fentiments of hig 
meaneft fubjects concerning hinfelf, and his 
adminitration ; therefore often went out inco 
and mixed himfelfin fuch companies and con, 
verfation as he thought proper. One night his 
boot requiring immediate mending, he was 
directed to a cobler : unlucky it happened to 
be St. Chrifpin’s holiday ; and inftead of find. 
ing the cobler inclined for work, he was in the 
héight of his joility among his acquaintance : 
the Emperor acquainted him with what he 
wanted, and offered a handfome gratuity. 
“« What, friend,” fays the fellow, ** do you 
know no better than ¢o afk any of our craft to 
work en St. Chrifpin? Was it Charles the Vth 
himfelf, I'd not do a ftitch for him now ; but 
if you’ll come in, and drink St. Crifpin, do 
in welcome ; we are as merry as the Emperor 
can be.” The Sovereign accepted his offer ; 
but while he was contemplating on their rude 
pleafure, inftead of joining in it, the jovial hot. 


1 thus accoftshim : ‘* What, I fuppofe you are 

Oh you! whom fortune favours, confider: 
yourfelves, as you are but the ftewards of the 
In this inhofpitable fea. ° 
fon, harden not your hearts to the folicitations- 


fome’ Courtier Politician, or other, by that 
contemplative phiz : nay, by your long nofe, 
you may be a baftard of the Emperor’s : bur 
be who er what you will, you’re-heartly wel. . 
come : drink about ; here’s Charles the Fifth’s 
health.’’ «* Then you love Charles the Fifth,” 
replied the“Emperor, ‘ Love him !” fays: . 
the fon of Crifpin; “ ay, ay, 1 love his long 
nofcfoip well enough ; but I thou’d love him. 


| much more, wou'd he but 14x us a litele defs; 


but, what the Devil have we to do with po-, 
litics? Round with the glafs, and merry be: 
our hearts.” Afrera fhort ftay, the emperor. 
took his leave, and thanked the cobler for his 
‘¢ That,” cried he, 


have difhonour’d St. Crifpin, to have work’d 
for the Emperor.” | 2 
‘Charles pleafed with the honeft good nature 
and humour of tie fellow, fent for him next 
morning tocourt- You muft imagine his far- 
prife, to fee and hear that his late gueft was 
his Sovereign! He feared his joke on his 
long nofe muft. be punifhed with death.. The 
Emperor thanked him for his hofpitality, and, 
as a reward for it, bid him afk for what he moft 
defired, and take the whole night to fettle his 
Jurprize, and his ambition. Next day he ap- 
peared, and requefted, that for the future che 
coblers of Flanders might bear for their arms # 
boot with the Emperor's crown uponit. That 
requeft was granted : and, as fo moderate was 
his ambition, the Emperor bid him make anos 
th “< 16,” fayshe, “‘ Lam to have my ut- 
moft withes, command that for the future, the 
company of coblers thall take place of the com- 


| pany of /boe-makers.” It was accordi ily fo 
| ordained, and to this day there is to be feena 


chapel in Flanders, adorned round with a bod 


| and Jmperial crewm on it ; and, in all preceflions, 


the com any of coblers take place of the con 


| pany of foce- maker's. 








